THE 


THE 


MAID  AND  THE  MAGPIE; 

OK, 

THE  FATAL  SPOON! 


9  Burlesque  Burletta, 

FOUNDED  ON  THE  OPERA  OF  u  LA  GAZZA  LADRA.” 


HENRY  J.  BYRON,  Esq., 

[Member  of  the  Dramatic  Authors’  Society,] 

Author  of  “  Fra  Diavolo  Travestied  “ Latest  Edition  of  the  Lady 
of  Lyons  f  “  The  Bride  of  Abydosf  due.,  dec. 


THOMAS  HAILES  LACY, 

8  9,  STRAND, 

( Opposite  Southampton  Street,  Covent  Garden  Market ,) 

LONDON, 


V 


MAID  AND  THE  MAGPIE  TRAVESTIE. 


First  •performed  at+the  Strand  Theatre , 
on  Monday ,  Oct.  11  iff  1858. 


The  Overture  and  incidental  Music  composed  and  arranged  by  Mr. 
W.  H.  Montgomery.  The  Incidental  Dances  by  Mr.  J. 
Laurie.  The  rich  and  appropriate  Costumes  by  Mr.  S.  May, 
Mrs.  Richardson,  and  Assistants.  The  Machinery  by  Mr. 
Ratty  and  Assistants.  The  new  and  elegant  Scenery  by 
Messrs.  A.  Callcott  and  Broadfoot.  The  Properties  by 
Mr.  Scarboro  and  Assistants.  .  Peruquier,  Mr.  Clarkson. 


(Ctyarnctcrs. 


PABRIZIO  (a  warm  Italian  Farmer)  .  Mr.  Poynter. 

GIANETTO  (his  Son — a  Pattern  Soldier  of  a 
Fast  Colour ,  who,  despising  his  Father's 
calling ,  objects  to  sowing  anything  save  his 
wild  oats ) .  Miss  M.  Ternan. 

PIPPO  ( Ninette's  Foster  Brother — aremarkably 
Odd  Boy,  attached  to  Fabrizio's  Establish¬ 
ment  and  the  Drama) . Miss  Marie  Wilton. 

1  LRNANDO  VILLABELLA  (a  Fine  Speci¬ 
men  of  the  good  old  Heavy  Father  of 
Melodrame — temporarily  “  up  a  tree,"  in 
consequence  of  an  ill-judged  strike)  .  Mr.  James  Bland. 

IS  A  A(  ( Old  Clothesman  and  General  Merchant 
— “  Ladies  and  Gentlemen's  cast-off  Ward¬ 
robes  purchased,"  &c .  Mr,  J.  Clarke. 

THE  MAGISTRATE  ( Mischief-Maker ,  Dis¬ 
cussion  bower ,  and  Plague-in- Ordinary  to 
the  Village )  . . .  Mr.  H.  J.  Tbrher. 


NINETTE  (Well— there,  it's  no  use  attemptinq 
to  describe  her!  Go  and  see  her)..  ......... 

( Fabrizio's  better  and  bigger 

ELVIRA  )  ,  .  .  .  . . ’ 

LUISA  j  (Amiable  Friends  of  Ninette)  ...  J 


Miss  M.  Oliver. 


Mrs.  Selby. 

Miss  Hughes. 
Miss  Turtle. 


Peasants ,  Peasantesses,  Guards ,  and  Blackguards. 


THE  MAID  AND  THE  MAGPIE  TEAVESTIE. 


ISrogtamme  of  Scencrg,  SnciOcnts,  &c. 


SCENE  I. 

FABRIZIO’S  FARM. 

(A.  CALLCOTT.) 

The  Grey  Mare,  &c.— A  Lazy  Boy  and  Lacy’s  Acting  Drama — 
Maidenly  Misgivings — The  Deserter !  The  Ordeal !  The  Escape  ! 

THE  SPOOK ! 

SCENE  II. 


(BEOADFOOT.) 

“  Old  Clo’ !” — The  Stage-struck  Hero— Hero-icks. 

SCENE  III. 

INTERIOR  OF  FABRIZIO’S  FARM. 

.  (BEOADFOOT.) 

The  Bargain— A  little  Hustings  Oratory. 

OIT  BRIDESMAIDS  ! 
The  Missing  Spoon — Ninette  Accused!  Oh  Agony  !  ! 

SCENE  IV. 

THE  W  O  O 

(A.  CALLCOTT.) 

The  Appointed  Spot— “  Mad,  Mad,  my  Masters  !” 

SCENE  V. 

THE  PRISOI. 

(BEOADFOOT.) 

The  Parting — the  Meeting — Unpleasant  Preparations — Blessings. 
Blubberings,  and  Broken  Hearts. 

SCENE  VI. 

THE  VILLAGE. 

(A.  CALLCOTT.) 

Petty  Larceny— Stop  Thief— The  Procession— 1 The  Joyful  Dis¬ 
covery — The  Favourite  takes  the  lead  and  wins  —  by  a  Neck, 
closely  followed  by  Gianetto  Fernando— The  .Magistrate  and  the 

Magpie  nowhere. 

HAPPY  CLIMAX! 


V 


*  v  4 


/ 

THE  MAID  AND  THE  MAGPIE; 

OB, 

T^E  FATAL  SPOON! 


Scene  I. — Court  Yard  of  a  substantial  Farm  House.  The  house , 
r.  ;  the  Magpie’s  cage  hangs  on  tree,  l  ;  Peasants  carousing, 
l.  c.,  as  curtain  rises.  Dance  of  Peasants;  at  its  conclu¬ 
sion  Fabrizio  enters  from  the  house ,  L. 

Fabrizio.  Come,  bustle,  lads  and  lasses — stir  your  stumps, 
To-day  I’ll  have  no-body  in  the  dumps ; 

My  sogvttwtn  all. ahull  jolly .bo-to day; 

For  my  dear  boy’s  returning  from  the  wars, 

Covered  with  medals,  glory,  and  with  sears. 

Returns - 

Peasants.  *  Returns ! 

Fabrizio.  Oh  yes,  by  a  short  cut. 

Lucia.  ( vnthin )  I’ll  give  it  you,  you  good-for-nothing  slut. 
Fabrizio.  That  voice !  my  wife’s !  yourselves  pray  happy  make, 
Whilst  I  —  a  half-an-hour’s  walk  will  take. 

(is  turning  to  go,  when  Dame  Lucia  enters  l.,  suddenly, 
from  the  house,  and  detains  him ) 

LuftlA.  Oh  no,  you  don’t  !  you  always  want  to  go 
Away  when  I  appear. 

F abrizio.  My  dearest,  no ; 

Business  requires  that — 

Lucia.  Oh,  business,  bother  ! 

,  You’re  a  great  noodle,  farmer.  /  o 

JSIagpie^  You’re  another  !  / 


Luc  i 


Tucia.  (slaps  Fabrizio '/fcte$  Tatfe4kaj^  you  saucy  fellow. 

1  abrizio..  .  ’Pon  my  word 

I  didn’t  say  it,  it’s  that  blackguard  bird, 

That  Magpie  you’re  so  fond  of. 

Lucia,  (affectionately  to  Bird)  Bless  the  pet ! 

The  only  bit  of  happiness  I  get. 

Quite  in  my  style. 

Fabrizio.  (aside)  lie — hem  !  that’s  very  true. 

V 


U 


✓ 


J 


SC.  I.]  MAID  AND  THE  MAGPIE  TRAVESTIE. 


5 


Lucia,  {turning  suddenly — Fabrizio  starts  back)  He  is  muck 
better  company  than  you ; 

Ne’er  contradicts  me — then  he’s  such  a  talker, 

Quite  a  pronouncing  dictionary.  . 

Magpie.  yC  yC.  Walker ! 


►ssible — it  cannot  be, 

¥>tlwrtr  two.  (y 


Fabrizio.  Now  wife,  our  son  has  come  to  maivs  estate. 

Lucia.  Pooh ! 

Fabrizio.  Well,  he’s  twenty*one  at  any  rate. 

Lucia.  The  thing’s  impossible — it  cannot  be, 

Last  birthday  I  was 

A.ttd  wow  freomc 
Inaagi.no  I  wo«  only  thirty 
Fabrizio.  Whqpj,v>QyJi;^-yrtn  ware  -i'iinn;Tl 

Bather  on  otirly  agcfoi*  matrimony; 

But  listen,  dear,  the  great  wish  of  my  life 
Is  to  get  Gianetto  a  good  wife, 

An  amiable  maiden — such  another 
As — let  me  see  now - 

Lucia.  As  his  precious  mother ; 


That’s  if  it’s  possible  the  like  to  get. 
Fabrizio.  Ah !  such  a  girl  now  as  our  dear 


GPIE. 


Ninette ! 


Fabrizio.  Just  so  ;  we  quite  agree,  good  wifd 
Lucia.  Why  what 

D’ye  mean  ?  Have  you  been  drinking,  sot  ? 
Ninette  !  a  saucy  minx,  whoria 


V 


Whofte-QMMV  and  grtioa»-ft»i  to  me  disgusting  ; 

A  girl  too  that  I’m  much  afraid  of  trusting, 

Especially  with  plate — I  can’t  forget 
That  missing  fork. 

Fabrizio.  You  can’t  suspect  Ninette. 

Lucia.  Yes  ;  and  that  idle  Pippo’s  just  as  bad,  / 

A  saucy  ugly  good-for-nothing  lad,  C  ICuMf  / 

His  head  of  stupid  play-acting  is  quite  full ; 

As  to  his  appetite,  it’s  really  frightful. 


Enter  Pippo,  l. — he  holds  the  half  of  a  broken  dish  in  his  hand. 


Pippo.  Please ’m,  I’ve  broke  a  dish. 


(iLuii^iiiui^w'WBuJ  myu)1  Hu  -lunv  'ittrt"T0ii  flft’TT? 

BbpfQi  (gming  with  leak  Imtrn  ogwo)  -There  wao  an  actor  ■on»c 


Pfrlmpa  he  pda] 

Lucia.  You  deserve  a  blow. 

Pippo.  Pitch  in  1  I’m  seasoned,  missus,  long  ago  ! 

Lucia.  What  do  you  mean  by  seasoned ,  you  revolting  one  ? 
Pippo.  Why,  you’re  always  &  peppering  and  a — ssauUing  one. 
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Besides,  I’m  starved ! 

Lucia.  You  worst  of  little  gluttons  ! 

Pippo.  (folding  his  coat  over)  Look  here;  behold  the  mockery 
of  buttons! 

[clasping  his  hands )  Oh  !  what  a  thing  to  have  enough 

to  eat 

Occasionally— just  by  way  of  treat ; 

Once  in  a  way  to  feel  well  satisfied, 

And,  ’bus  conductor-like,  shout  Ufull  inside /” 

Lucia.  What  you  devour.,  scoundrel,  there’s  no  knowing. 
Pippo.  [half  crying)  Well,  L  can’t  help  my  appetite — I’m 
growing. 

•Oh!  tyrant- hunger -  .  . . 

Lucia.  Pooh  !  oh  dear — oh  dear  ! 

You’ve,  since  that  strolling  company  was  here, 

Been  a  wool-gathering,  mind  what  you’re  about, 

You’ll  get  the  wool-sac/cif  you  don’t  look  out. 

Pippo.  Madam,  I  scorn  your  bare  insinuation. 

;  (Lucia  boxes  his  ears) 

That’s  what  I  call  a  striking  situatiofi  !  4 

Now  we  should  have  a  struggle,  and  you  throw  me 
Into  this  left-hand  corner,  thus — oh,  blow  me ! 

I  fall  down  here,  and  you  stand  there — -just  so  ; 

Then  master  rushing  to  arrest  the  blow 

Cries  in  choked  accents  “Hold!  hold!  on  your  life — a. 

Madame  Fabrizio — mistaken  wife — a, 

Hold  !  I  conjure  ye ;  know  ye  what  you’ve  done  ? 

That  boy — that  outcast  is — he  !  he !  he  !  thy  son  ! 

[all  this  in  the  most  extravagant  manner ) 
Lucia.  I’ll  not  be  treated  in  this  shameful  way, 

Take  a  month’s  warning,  Pippo,  from  to  day. 

Exit,  l.,  into  house. 
(Fabrizio  walks  frowningly  towards  Pippo,  elevates 
his  finger  as  though  about  to  lecture  him ;  Pippo 
suddenly  alters  his  attitude  to  a  mock-heroic  defiant 
rm,e:  Farrtzto  ex\  Quickly)  P/fi/by 
think  that  1,  one  born  to  ti'A'id  tnC  I1 


Pippo. 


aid  wield  the  heaviest  of  combat  sword$ 

Whose  mission  is  to  wear  a  spangled-dfessy 
aid  succour  lovely  woman  injlifrffess  ; 

L’o  single-handed  fiJiPngja^fst  a  crowd, 
fro  gasp  and  fall,  tliep^T^vrkh  accent  loud; 

Shout,  “  ltecreant^MibefSl  Conte^^eome  one — come  al 
aid  with  agrrggle  and  a  stiff  backfal 
,onqumrfTDy  treachery  and  fearful  odds^ 

Irinsrmown  at  once  the  curtain — and  the  goT  . 

flip  hw,f, 


P 


>C.  I.]  MAID  AND  THE  MAGPIE  TEAVESTIE. 


>orn  to  ride,  wjiat  in  the 


we  res 


>escrlb£d  as  “  tire  fiery  untamed  sheed;” 


ned  shee 

|That  milcTlfcuLilfiost  obedient  of  coursepn  x 

?hat  I  shopffrha^e  to  wash  up,' cupsamh^aucers  \  rfrlCicl^lM 
ms  my  traditional  know }mge  \  /  — 

tray ,  dish  andaH^ mav^o  to  pot.  ^"Svs\  vM'lQJ 

irams  them  off  at  iviMh.)  ~~  J 

A  Master  I  have." 


me  wi 
level 


Song.- 


missus  I  have,  and  I  an  her  lad, 

lddle  de  oodle  um. 

ut  the  way  that  she  treats  me  is  dreadfully  bad. 

'  7hen  I  say  I’ve  a  misses,  pray  do  not  mistake, 
'don’t  mean  a  wife — noVl’m  too  wide  awake  ! 
lut  really  I  fear,  I’m  a  ft»l  to  stay  here, 

‘’or  the  wages  are  low,  anil  they  don’t  allow  beer. 

Tnldle  de  oodle  um. 


(I  was  born  to  be  what  actcts  term  “  leading  man 

Tifldle  de  oodle  um. 

Qr  in  commorLParlance,  altagedi— an. 

Or  as  gallant  tar  William  t  j  shout  “  My  dear  eyes  !” 
To  do  what  ne’er  man  did — mirash  six  single-handed. 
As  Dick  or  Macbeth,  fight  till  quite  out  of  breath. 

Tid\lle  de  oodle  um. 


Oh,  then  there’s  Othello,  h  Js  quite  in  my  line, 

Tidlle  de  oodle  um. 

As  Ira  Aldridge  I’m  almost  ks  fine. 

Then  with  a  shillelagh  andiwide-awake  hat,. 

’’11  dance  and  hurroo  ! — sule  an  elegant  Pat ! 
s  a  Frenchman,  “  Voila  /’\as  a  NiggeV — “  yah  !  yah  !” 
n  tact  for  my  equal  you’ll  Have  to  seek  far. 

fiddle  de  oodle  um. 


of  course  identifies  himklf  with  f-ach  character  nm 

Exit,  r  : 


Music,  “  The  Rcmz  des  V aches." — Ninette  appears  descending 
the  hill  at  hack  ;  she  comes  on  hearing  a  fruit  basket. 


-Air,  “  I  hear  them  speak  of  my  Fatherland .” 
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ray  eye 


Fabrizio 

SlMETTE. 


Fabrizio  enters  from  house ,  L.,  during  song 

Ha,  ha  !  Ninette, Jmy  cliarra 
fshowiitg  oas/cet)  it  na 
you’ll  own. 


las 


f flown ! 
search, 


To 
Fabrizio. 


oni 


Fabrizio 


quite  ransackecbtfte orchard,  I  decl 
peach^fitf get  up  each  tree  the^e. 

Ripe^^our  pouting  lips.  (Ninette  rece 
p-  Don’t  g rep  away 

ike  your  cfre^k.  / '  > 

{pushing  him,  afya^playfully) l£s  like  your  cheek  to 

’■e.say  so  > - — v  _  ... 

.  To-day  my  son  returns.  (Ninette  starts  extrava¬ 
gantly)  Why,  why,  that  start  ? 

Ninette.  ^Your  son  !  and  I — I’ve  not  made  the  tart !  {weeps) 
Fabrizio. vTliough  partial  p’raps  to  pastry,  yet,  my  dear. 

He’s  fonder  far  of  you. 

Ninette.  Ha,  ha  !  I  fear 

He  has  forgotten  me — ’tis  right  he  should  ; 

Hut  I  would  not  forget  him,  if  I  could. 

Yet  often  has  rank  led  two  loves  to  part, 

thought  for  months  has  rank-led  in  my  heart. 


He  loves  you  still ;  to  wed  he’s  more  than  willing 
If  not,  I’ll  cut  my  heir  off  with  a  shilling ; 

I  will,  so  help  me  bob ! 

Ninette,  {clasping  his  arm )  Cut  off  your  heir  ! 

Beware,  old  shaver.  Oh !  I  say  beware  ; 

Erase  his  name  not  from  your  will,  I  pray,  sir 
And  cut  your  heir  by  turning  thus  e-raser  ;  * 

If  he’s  done  wrong,  he’s  young,  so  pr’y thee’ pardon  him 
lie  s  scarcely  got  a  heard  so  don’t  be-ard  on  him. 
Fabrizio.  I’ll  break  his  head  if  aught’s  been  him  bewitching 
Ninette,  {aside)  And  I  shall  break  my  heart  in  the  back 
kitchen.  * 
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Fabrizio.  When  I’m  your  father— that’s  when  you’re  his  wife. 
Ninette.  ( affectionately )  Father ! 

Fabrizio.  ’Twill  be  an  era  in  my  life. 

Come,  a  paternal  kiss.  ( embraces  her ) 


Enter  Lucia,  l. 


Lucia.  Now  look  at  those  two, 

Kissing,  I  swear,  under  one’s  very  nose  too. 

Jade!- 

Ninette.  Jade,  yourself! 

Fabrizio.  y  I  won’t  have  her  upbraided. 

Ninette.  Though  rather  tired,  ma’am,  I’ll  not  b e  jaded  \ 

Lucia.  What-y  hug,  my  husband  1  •■(■&>  Fadr*eio)  Blush  away, 
3*^0;  man. 

Mty  fttF-  T  hug!, — «  lip  |  yr^  h/t/g-a-lip  nld  worn 'ill  ! 

Lucia.  ( screams )  Let  me  get  at  her  !  I’ll  be  mistress  yet. 


(swings  Fabrizio  round,  L.,  and  is  about  to  claw 
Ninette,  when  Pippo  rushes  in  and  arrests  the 
blow  ; — picture) 


Pippo.  Never !  Kill  me  but  do  not  harm  Ninette ; 

She  is  my  foster-sister — ain’t  you  ? 

Ninette.  Yes.  ^  ~ 

Pippo.  So  that  I’m  forced  fassist-her  in  distress.  ^  y  . 

Fabrizio.  (l.)  No  more  of  this — this  is  a  dav  of  ioY^  •  — 

(shouts— music) 

Lucia,  (l.  c.)  What  do  I  hear  ?  It  is — it  is  my  boy  ! 


Enter  Giahetto,  surrounded  by  Peasants,  r.  u.  e.  ;  heis  made  up 
with  moustache ,  eye-glass ,  &c.  ;  a  Peasant  holds  a  light  valise ; 
another  one  an  absurdly  thin  umbrella . 


Gianet.  There,  that’ll  do,  good  people,  quite  enough ; 
I  hate  eclat  and  all  such  stupid  stuff, 

I’ve  shaken  hands  with  you  until  I’ve  got 


Yul 


warm — admire,  but  touch  not. 
can't  appreciate  the  gem 


int 


Le  haslT1tre4HanJlav  pleasant, 

ie  bracmjg-HS&mH  destroys, 

jowT ifVan  atmosphere  of 

\$,lm  «ii  bolTtefrom  Peasant,  and  sprinkles  some  on 
a  handsome  pocket  handkerchief) 

Fabrizio,  Embrace  me,  boy. 

Gianet.  (gives  him  a  finger)  Ha,  governor!  how  do? 

Lucia,  (l.)  My  child  !— my  child  ! 

Gianet.  (with  glass  to  his  eye)  Good  gracious  !— is  that  you  ? 
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Fabrizio.  (r.  c.,  seizes  hia  hand,  ahakea  it  violently)  My  boy 
my  boy  ! 

Lucia.  ( seizes  the  other)  My  beautiful !  my  own  ! 

Gianet.  (< disengaging  himself)  Thank  you,  mamma  !  Good  gri 
cious !  how  you’ve  grown  ! 

But  where’s  Ninette  ?  (Fabrizio  hands  her  forwaro 


Tb,  a  t  Impossible !  it  can’t  be ! 

/  zcigcj'f/  (J  Cxunluome  to  my  arms  !  ^ 

1  T  TTrtr  1  /  ±  ^  T7S  .  — ^  _ _ _  \  T1  1  •  •  •  1  a  <  -  “ 


-^ucia,  (to_F4BBiziq) _ Fahrie.io.  it  shan’t,  hp  '~&- 


Gianet.  {embracing  Ninette)”  I  hope  my  well-meant  freedoi 
^  ^  „  don’t  alarm  ye  ? 


^  ^  Fabrizio  and  Lucia,  with  others ,  retire,  and  qo  off.  r 

- "Ninette.  Oh,  no  ! 

Gianet.  We  always  do  it  in  the  army. 


Soma—  Gianetto — Air,  “  Phcdbe,  dearest .” 


Ninny,  dearefet,  tell  oh,  tell  me, 

^  And  I  hop  3  you  won’t  decline  ; 
Say,  Ninette,  that  you  won’t  sell  r  le ; 

But  that  y  »u’ll  at  once  be  mine 
Though  I  ami  a  man  jbf  fashion, 
Ninny,  truijt  the  tkle  I  tell. 

{aside)  How  1  only /wish  my  trade. 
Would  but  jtrust  ine  half  "as  well] 


kmen 


lome,  at  once  youi j  answer  give  no 
Do  not  hum  and: ha,  Ninette; 

^et  your  Gianetto  live  now, 

Pet  have  pity  !  pitty  pet ! 
ly  then  yes,  or  blindly— madly, 

Off  to  battle  will  I  go ; 

Jelling  all  you’ve  used  me  badly, 

1  Which  would  not  be  com  me  U  fata  l 


You’ve  grown  a  perfect  darling  !  I  shall  cut 
The  army.  We’ll  get  married,  dearest  ? 

Ninette.  But 

How  shall  we  live  ?— your  income  won’t  suffice. 
Gianet.  Live  upon  love,  of  course,  my  pet. 

^ETTE-  _  Now  aice ! 

GiANEy— [ronumllcalVtfy  F&ncy  A  bawol* 1  ro&e  IIWl  ]as’ipine 


g^ced, 

5uch  as  w^'see  in  small  tea-gardehs-^laced  ; 

lere  friendly,  spiders  aiffiblack  beetihas  < 

In  toAbur  bread  and  butter  with  a  flop  ; 

1  mouldy  seats  stSijin  sarsnet,  satin,  s 
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suicidal  Hies 

_  scorn 

[Though 

society 


in  the  Inilk , 

the  heartless  world’s^tack 
legs  may  creep  d^wfyour 


bad 


&US  SJ 


/ 

■beer 


Though  caterpillars  tumble. 

Where  chimneys  neversiail  , 

Where  income-tax  collectors  never  call,  ^ 

Where  one’s  wi£e*Smother  ne^er  even  once 
(Visits  her  tatting  daughter  for  six  months  ; 
fWhere/teritfs,  balls,  banks,  andjbonnets  are  not  knoj 
Vlomdawell  with  me.  my  beautiftfl— tny  ,Qwm_ 

Duet. — “  Kiss  me  quisle” 

Gianetto. 

The  other  night  when  in  the  camp  a  hundred  miles  away, 

A  little  bird  hopped  down  by  me  and  something  sweet  did  say. 

Ninette. 

How  very  odd— how  very  strange,  'twas  just  the  case  with  me, 
1  wonder  very  much  indeed,  what  yow  bird’s  words  could  be. 

Both.  Mine  were -  ,  ,  .  . 

Kiss  me  quick  and  go— how  tunny ! 

Then  off  he  flies  into  the  skies 
With  kiss  me  quick  and  go. 

Gianetto. 

And  now  suppose  I  said  to  you  a  rather  funny  thing, 

No  more  or  less,  than  I  am  off  to  buy  a  wedding  ring. 

Ninette. 

You’re  really  most  audacious,  and  I’ll  beg  you  11  go  away , 
But  if  you  asked  me  candidly,  why,  what  do  you  think  I  d  say . 
Gianet.  ( spoken )  I  know  ! 

Ninette.  ( spoken )  What  ? 

Both.  Kiss  me  quick,  &c.,  .  . 

Exeunt  into  house ,  L. 


Mol. n-dramatic  music.  —En ter  Fernando,  e.  u.  e.?  a  deserter, 

attire  )hiTmLnnerjxthai  oj  iho 

Fernan.  Free  from  a  rough  and  ribald  camp  s  turmoil, 

Once  more  I  tread  my  native  village  soil ; 

Mv  foot’s  upon  my  native  heath — my  name, 

Fernando  Villabelia.  (looking  round)  ’Tis  the  same 
Farmhouse  I  left  her  at,  when  quite  a  child! 

As  at  the  door  I  placed  her,  there,  she  smiled, 
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And  faintly  muttered  “  Pa  !”  What’s  this— a  tear  ! 

Ha,  ha  !  ’tis  many,  many  a  weary  year 
Since  {flicking  it  off  with  his  finger )  from  Fernando’s 
eye  has  one  of  those 

Tickled  and  trickled  from  Fernando’s  nose ; 

’Tis  the  first  water  that  my  face  has  seen 
Since— I  anticipate — there  {wipes  eyes  with  cuff)  all’s- 
serene !  ' 

She  comes  !  To  think  that  ever  we  should  part ! 

a  1  .  this  is  weakness — lie  still,  rebel  heart — 

Dissemble  countenance - - 


How  beautiful  she’s  grown  !  I  sav, 


Enter  Ninette,  from  house ,  l 
Ninette.  A  stranger  here  ! 

Fernan.  {aside) 

my  dear  ! 

KiNet  not-ha- ha  '-*> 1  ala™  »  t, 

Feknan.  {hesitatingly)  Why,  miss,  you  see-the  fact  iT-I'm 
your  father  I 

Ninette.  Impossible  !  I  never  had  one  I 
Fernan.  t 

Fern7T  TT  ir1  >!ad  none  that  1  ever  saw 
I  ernan.  Oh  !  why  m  battle  did  no  friendly  blow 

Finish  her  luckless  parent  long  ago/ 

.  (W  IS  rZZh“°th  n°‘  the  of  *eem 

FeRn7n’  The  VOice  °f  ™ture  seems  a  little  beery. 

.  {seizes  her  arm — music  piano)  Look  at  me  well/ 
Ninette  ^  INETTE  appears  gradually  to  recognise  him) 

I  seem  to  have  a  dreamy  recollection  *  inSl)ection- 
O  having  seen  those  eyes  of  yours  somewhere  • 

Also  that  most  extensive  head  of  hair,  ’ 

^_icjiccents  of  the  voice  tooT  now  I  think 
broken  by  emotion  pitot  by  TTrili 
t  xes  it^llcoming  back  to  me  course 
N.  Remembe^dear,  I  boughtXonce  - 
wooden  toy^i^mber 
ran  on^ wheels; — a 

Iso  a  dog;  a  little^,  ,  „  v 

;ikeLwiSeW/^TT ed  go  how-wo 

'on  Krlyd6’  llch  on  Tour  nur^*Uiead 

:  Sf  'JeU  Spank’d  and  Mottled. 

'  th,rouSh 


FernJ 


Ninet 

Ferna 


^Ninette,  my  dajtg^  look^^f 
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Ninette,  {seizing  his  nose )  Yes,  yes;  that  nose  decides  me- 
yes,  you  are- 


Fernan.  At  last — at  last !  he — he !  she  knows  her  pa ! 

.  ,  _  (wild  embrace ) 

Ninette.  This  is  a  happy  day  I 

Fernan.  My  darling,  read.  ( hands  paper ) 

Ninette.  A  price  set  on  your  head  ! 

♦Fernan.  There  is  indeed ! 

Yes,  on  parade  last  week,  my  colonel  said, 

“  You  stupid  lout,  I’d  like  to  punch  your  head.” 

He  didn’t  do  it  though. 

Ninette.  But  what  replied  you  ? 

Fernan.  “  Say  lout  again,  and  I’ll  sell  out  and  hide  you.” 
Ninette,  (proudly)  ’Twas  like  your  noble  nature. 

Fernan.  How  I  rue  it. 

In  a  rash  moment,  I  said  “  How’ll  you  do  it  ?” 

He  raised  his  sword  by  way  of  answer  ;  but 
I  gave  him  one  which  cracked  my  colonel’s  nut. 

Then  horror-stricken  at  the  deed  I’d  done, 
Ignominiously  cut  and  run. 

If  caught  I’m  shot. 

Ninette,  (in  agony)  No,  no,  no  ! 

Fernan.  Leave  off  those  ; 

I  must  believe  my  eyes  and  not  your  nocs. 

AIagistrate.  {without)  I’ll  catch  the  vagabond  if  he’s  alive. 
Ninette.  Sit  there,  ( puts  him  across  to  l.  at  table)  to  hide  your 
features  pray  contrive.  J 

It  is  that  meddling  magistrate. 

Fernan.  (l.)  I’m  lost  I 

Ninette,  (l.  c.)  Keep  silent ! 


Enter  Magistrate,  r.  u.  e. 


Magistrate,  (r.)  Ha!  Ninette,  my  dear,  your  most 

Obedient  ’umble— trust  you’re  pretty  bobbish  ! 

.  {chucks  her  under  chin) 

Blooming  as  ever  !  ' 

Ninette.  Your:  behaviour’s  snobbish. 

Magis.  Come,  don’t  be  coy — you  know  how  I  adore  you  ! 
Ninette.  Oh,  you’re  a  bore. 

Magis.  A  bore ! 

Ninette.  And  I  abhor  you. 

Magis.  Come,  make  it  up — give  me  your  hand. 

Ninette.  oh  ™ » 

Magis.  Keep  in  a  passion,  you  look  prettier  so  ! 

Those  azure  eyes  with  nought  can  I  compare 
They  overcome  me,  as  you're  well  aware. 


B 
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Ninette.  “Would  they  were  basilisks  to  strike  thee  dead  !” 

As  you  don’t  blush,  it’s  plain  you’re  not  well  re(a)d . 
Magis.  1  fancy  that  you  can’t  have  been  observant 
Of  the  tine  figure  of  your  humble  servant. 

Then  see  how  well  I  bear  myself. 

Ninette.  Oh,  stuff! 

If  I  can’t  bear  you — surely  that’s  enough ! 

Magis.  I’ve  honourable  intentions — think  again. 

Am  I  not  plain  enough  ? 

Ninette.  ( looks  in  his  face)  Oh  !  much  too  plain. 

Magis.  To  feather  well  my  nest  I’ve  taken  care. 

Oh  !  I’m  well  off. 

Fern  an.  ( aside )  I  only  wish  you  were  ! 

Magis.  I’m  in  my  prime,  my  hair’s  but  slightly  gray. 
Fernan.  It’s  just  like  oakum,  sir. 

Magis.  Oh.  come .  I  say  ! 


Magis.  Before  you  go,  I’ll  have  a  kiss  or  two. 
Ninette.  ( running  from  him)  First  catch  your  hare ! 


Ninette  runs  off \  l.,  and  Magistrate  plumps  into  Gianetto’s  < 

arms,  who  enters ,  L. 


Magis.  Good  gracious!  H — how  d’ye  do? 

Well,  had  much  fighting  since  you’ve  been  away  ? 
Gianet.  ( languidly )  Beg  pardon — what’s  that  you’re  pleased 
to  say  ? 

Our  Regiment  don’t  fight. 

Magis.  ( touching  his  accoutrements )  Then  wherefore  these  ? 

D’ye  never  brave  the  battle  and  the  breeze  ? 

Gianet.  You  see,  we  leave  exertion,  sir,  to  those 
AV  ho  like  it — Blues  don’t  descend  to  blows  ; 

AH'  «an>  be  borod-with  Waung  uurTaTS'ilmifid,  sir ; 

Magis.  Then  your  commission  much  like  mine  must  be ; 

It’s  a  commission  of  the  peace,  I  see.  (steps  bdckj 

Nice  uniform — at  a  slight  distance  fine. 

(takes  another  step  hack ,  and  falls  over  Fernando’s  leg 
Fernan.  (rising)  I  beg  your  pardon  ! 

5^gis-  Sir,  the  fault  was  mine. 

Fernan.  (l.  c.)  You  seem  somewhat  unsteady  on  your  pins, 
Magis.  (l.,  snappishly)  No,  sir,  I’m  not!  (aside)  1  nearly 
broke  my  shins  ; 
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The  awkward  brute — who’s  he,  I’d  like  to  know  ? 
(aloud)  P’rhaps  a  deserter — where’s  that  paper? 


Fernan.  {sinking  into  seat) 


Ninette.  Where  are  you  going  to,  you  teasing  thing  ? 
Gianet.  To  seek  out  Isaac,  dear,  and  buy  the  ring. 

Exit,  r.  u.  e. — Ninette  comes  dovm  behind ,  Fer¬ 
nando,  r.,  Magistrate,  l.  — 

Magis.  It’s  well  in  these  times  just  to  know  who’s  who. 


{crosses  to  R.) 


Fernan.  (l.)  I’m  lost!  I’m  lost! 

Ninette.  Be  quiet,  stupid,  do ! 

Magis.  (r.)  Where  have  I  put  it?  I  can’t  tell  a  bit. 

11  Receipt  for  mushroom  ketchup !”  that  ain  t  it. 
Fernan.  ( producing  a  large  spoon  to  Ninette).  Behold  this 
spoon  ! — you  must  contrive  to  sell  it. 

I  should  arouse  suspicion. 

MAGIS.  {still  fidgetting)  Bless  me  !— well  it 

Is  most  astonishing ! 

Fernan.  Wliate’er  you  get 

Keen,  and 'I’ll  call  for  it— you  hear,  Ninette? 


Magis.  {taking  out  paper)  Oh,  here  it  is !  Confound  it  all, 
ivliy,  where 

Can  I  have  put  my  spectacles?  I  swear 
I  had  ’em. 

Ninette.  See,  to  read  in  vain  he  tries, . 

With  those  boil’d  gooseberries  he  calls  his  eyes. 
(Magistrate  turns  paper  about  in  vain ;  Ninette 
curtseys  to  him) 

Ninette.  Allow  me,  sir!  {crosses  to  c.) 

Magis.  (R.)  Good  gracious!  can  you  read? 

Ninette.  Of  course  I  can ! 


Magis. 


Of  course  you  can,  indeed  ! 

»  —  »  .  i  •  ■  1 1  <  \  1 1  ir~  ■  -,T 


However,  read  it  out 


Oh,  luckless  fate  !f  / 


(Ninette  reads  the  paper  through — music — the  descrip¬ 
tion  she  reads  is  in  every  particular  the  reverse  of 
Fernando’s  appearance) 
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Ninette  u  Missing.  A  corporal ;  height  four  feet  eight, 

(Fernando  elevates  himself  to  his  full  height ) 
“  A  narrow  chest,  (Fernando  expands  his  chest)  “  A 
lounging  stooping  gait, 

(Fernando  takes  two  or  three  long  military  paces) 
“  Bald  head.” 

Magis.  Well,  that’s  not  right  at  any  rate. 

Ninette.  u  A  scowling  look,  (Fernando  grins  benignly) — is 
never  seen  to  smile. 

“  Wears  patent  leather  boots,  the  newest  style, 
(Fernando  places  his  foot  forward,  it  is  encased  in  a 
dilapidated  and  dusty  biucher ) 

“  A  fashionable  coat,  though  just  beginning 
“  lo  look  a  little  seedy — shows  no  linen; 

(Fernando  pulls  up  an  enormous  shirt  collar) 
“  Sydenham  continuations,  made  with  care, 

“Those  sold  <.t  seventeen-and-six  the  pair; 

(Fernando’s  are  patched,  torn,  and  worn) 
u  A  Turkish  smoking  cap  completes  his  clothes. 

N.13. — An  enormous  pimple  on  his  nose.” 

(Magistrate  inspects  Fernando’s  nose) 
i  Iagis.  throughout,  sir,  you  have  very  well  behaved  ; 

You  may  retire. 

Fernan.  Saved!  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  saved!  Exit,  R. 

Magis.  He  s  exit-ed,  0.  P.— with  love  I  burn  ! 

J  say,  my  dear,  I  'ope  he  won’t  return ; 

For,  now  that  we’re  alone - 

Ninette.  .  Oh,  cease  this  flummery  ! 

forgive  me  if  I  m  warm — I  must  be  summery. 

I  hate  you. 

Magis.  Oh,  then,  so  do  I  hate  you  ! 

Coquettish  juvenile,  you’ll  find  I  do. 

£7**™  'mutual,  that  ;  uuTl- meet  ill  fate 
I »4^o-te-one,  or  rather  two  to  hato. 

i  11  be  reveng  d,  you’ll  see  ! — he,  he  ! — good  bye  ! 
r  oi  when  I  hate,  I  hate — so  mind  your  eye. 

Duet—  Magistrate  and  Ninette— A  ir,  “  Wait  for  the  Wagon'' 

Magistrate. 

Now,  Miss  Ninette,  pray  mark  my  word's. 

Your  missus  calls  you  thief ! 

Before  the  day  is  over,  p’raps, 
find  you  come  to  grief. 

And  it  suspicion  once  again 
UPon  your  shoulders  falls, 

1  11  show  you  what  the  law  can  do, 
feo,  miss,  look  out  for  squalls  ! 


I 
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Ninette. 

It’s  a  great  bore  your  bragging,  a  great  bore  your 
bragging,  a  great  bore  your  bragging, 

You’d  best  step  outside. 

(Ninette  walking  him  to  u.) 
You  pettifogging  meddler ! 

To  your  calling  a  disgrace, 

I’m  half  inclined  to  slap  right  well 
Your  most  plebeian  face. 

And  were  you  worth  a  kicking,  I 
Would  call  my  true  love  down, 

He’d  throw  you  in  the  horse-pond, 

Though  of  course  you  wouldn’t  drown. 

Don’t  wait,  or  be  lagging ! 

Wait,  or  be  lagging  ! 
Don’t  wait,  or  be  lagging  ! 
Your  threats  I  deride. 
Magis.  I'll  wait  for  the  waggon  ! 

And  go  home  inside  ! 

/ 

7  ql°urrelto  the  bach  of  the  stage ;  the  Magpie  Hies 
i  <cmon^R^lakes^6ne  of  the  spoons  and  flies  off \  K. ; 
j  j  Exit "Magistrate,  r.,  Ninette,  l.)~ 

Scene  II. — A  Landscape. 

(Isaac  heard  without ,  l.) 
Puy,  puy,  puy!  here’s  all  sorts  and  sizes!  puy,  puy,  puy  ! 

Enter  Isaac. 

Isaac.  Veil,  ’pon  my  life,  I  don’t  know  vat  to  say ; 

But  I  shan’t  make  my  fortune  in  this  vay. 

I  can’t  make  out  vot’s  come  to  all  the  folks  ; 

They  cuts  my  presence  ven  I  cuts  my  jokes  ; 

Ask,  ven  I  name  my  price,  if  I’ve  a  conscience ; 

Swear  that  my  pedlar’s  pack ’s  a  pack  of  nonsense. 

My  vife  ’ll  give  it  me  ven  I  get  back 


Song — Isaac. — Air,  “  Bonnie  Dundee." 

My  name  it  is  Isaac,  I  picks  up  my  bread, 
By  pying  old  clothes  vot’s  di-lapi-da-ted ; 


With  empty  bag gad,  I  shall  get  the  sack 


ler  hair  cl 
ter  figure’s 
'Terla 


eye  sne  s  got 


like  lej 


mikles ! . 
^efullest  e’er  se^ 
it’s  lovely— welr&l&^leai 
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And  wonderful  pargains  the  yokels  I  shell ; 

I  thrives  upon  pargains  uncommonly  veil. 

He !  he  !  he  !  he  ! — I’m  sure  you’ll  agree, — 

He !  he  !  he  !  he  ! — when  more  of  me  you  see, 

That  anyone  living,  whoever  he  be, 

Must  rise  rather  early  to  get  over  me.  ( short  dames ?) 

I’ve  vatches  and  jewellery,  brooches  and  rings, 

All  kinds  of  nick-nacs,  and  nice  little  things. 

When  de  farmers  around  aie  behind  in  their  rent, 

I  does  little  Villiams,  at  sixty  per  shent. 

He  !  he  !  he !  he  ! — I’m  sure,  &c.  &c.  (dance) 

Enter  Pippo,  it.,  reading  a  play  booh. 

Pippo.  “  Avenge  your  brother  !  Blazo  takes  the  stage.” 

Now  that  direction  puts  me  in  a  rage. 

Why,  that’s  a  thing  I  haven’t  strength  to  do. 

It  doesn’t  say  where  I’m  to  take  it  to. 

I  sadly  wish  that  I  could  understand  it. 

{reads)  “  Never  forget,  my  son,  that  you’re  a  bandit.” 
This  to  his  heart ! 

Isaac.  No,  that’ll  never  do ; — 

This  to  his  heart-a  !  ( extravagantly ) 

Pippo.  {extravagantly)  This  to  his  heart-a  ! 

Isaac.  Pooh ! 

Ha !  elocution  you  don’t  know  the  laws  on  ; 

There  are  some  words,  you  know,  you  ought  to  pause  on. 

{laying  his  hand  on  Pippo’s  shoulder) 
Pippo.  Pause  on,  indeed! — paws  off!  familiarity — 

You  know  the  rest — remember  our  disparity  ! 

Isaac.  Yy,  you’re  in  livery ! 

Prppo.  .  If  me  you’re  teasing, 

{seizes  him)  You’ll  find  that  it’s  the  livery  of  seizin. 

Isaac,  I’m  wretched  ! 

Isaac.  Ha  !  cleaned  out  the  till  ? 

Veil,  never  mind,  ve’ll  do  a  little  bill : 

I’ll  do  it  cheap  for  you ,  because,  you  know, 

I  feel  a  sort  of  a — precisely  so. 

Pippo.  The  only  bill  that  e’er  shall  bear  my  name, 

Shall  be  a  play  bill ! 

Isaac,  {aside)  ^  That’s  your  little  game  ! 

Pippo.  I  long  to  figure  in  the  tragic  plays; 

T°  wear  the  laurel  and  to  tread  the  baize  ; 

To  act  in  pieces,  which - 

Isaac.  .  If  that’s  your  vay, 

I  hey  vill  be  hacked  in  pieces,  I  should  say. 
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Pippo.  On  every  wall,  my  name  you  shall  espy, 

Pippo  !  in  staring  letters,  six-feet  high  ! 

Pippo  !  the  greatest  actor  ever  seen 
Since  the  old  days  of  Kemble  and  of  Kean. 

"costumes  are  enormously  exp^»eT^e‘ 

1  Chose  slTJcfc^tl^wigs  is  variedJ»«Pextensive  , 

Cho  tights  ’gainstsiX^sttd^rand  concluding 
'ounding  ten  s^w?tftsupersnr!n>^ly ; 

Yhose  vpiee^s  powerful  as  any  six  is, 

up  by  lungs  which  quite  outrival  Hie* 
der  vot  name  shall  you  appear,  my  lad? 
ly  o^n,  of  course 

Your  own  !  you  mus>d5e  mad  ! 
our  own,  aTrtf^not  a  foreigner’s  !— ^h<urd  ! 

You’ll  make  a  wb&tahed  failure,  j take  my  word  ; 
The  thing’s  impossibly oulitfle  flat. 

True,  Isaac,  true !  I  nj^r  thought  of  that. 
Whilst  foreign  medincrity'hsYetefi, 

Pampered,  until  with  flatterySissated, 

Loaded  wffehgifts.  and  gorged  wiftsgorgeousness, 
Poor  native  genius,  withered  by  distress 
Hogging  its  rags,  in  hidden  corner  lies, 
n-d--n.ll  imWrjpdj  pines  mv  and  dies. 


Isaac. 

Pippo. 

Isaac. 


Pippo 


Isaac.  ( wiping  hi s  eyes)  Brayvo  !  brayvo  !  you  overcomes  me 
quite  ; 

Now  mind  you  do  it  just  like  that  at  night, 

And  on  the  evening  of  your  debut 
I’ll  take  seats  in  the  gallery  for  two  ; 

Also  my  vife,  ’gainst  any  six  I’ll  back  her, 

She’ll  lead  the  applause,  for  she’s  a  regular  clacker. 

You  may  rely  on  me,  my  tine  young  fellow, 

My  missus,  and  the  family  umbrella. 


Dud — Isaac  and  Pippo — Air,  “  When  I  my  banjo  piety  A 


Isaac. 


(Montgomery.) 


We  are  the  boys  for  fun,  ma  tear, 

We  jolly  pedlars  gay, 

We  don’t  care  for  our  customers, 

We’re  quite  as  good  as  they ; 

We  creep  all  day  about  the  streets, 

W  e  cry  “  Old  clo’ !”  to  all  we  meets, 

And  when  on  people’s  toes  we  treads 
Vy  then  they  punch  our  ’eads. 

We  are  the  boys,  &c. 
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Pippo. 

Don’t  make  a  noise,  for  the  dame  can  hear 
Every  word  you  say, 

She’ll  put  a  stopper  on  my  beer 
If  you  don’t  go  away ; 

I  work  all  day,  and  sleep  all  night, 

My  supper  is  so  precious  light ; 

I’m  safe  to  lose  my  bread  and  cheese, 

So  be  off,  if  you  please. 

Don’t  make  a  noise,  &c. 
Characteristic  dance. — Exeunt . 


Scene  III.- 


-The  Interior  of  the  Farm  House. 
Enter  Lucia,  r. 

Lucia.  At  last  my  wilful  husband’s  got  his  way, 

And  Gianetto  weds  Ninette  to-day. 


en,  when  once  they  get  their  he^dTum 
3,  why  they’re  down  right  dreadful.' 


5je  men — these  men, 

)f  love  and  nonsense,  ^  _ _ 

loys  sa^Ahey  won’t  do  this,  or  else  they  wi] 
Vhilst  poorNmamma  is  looked  upon  as  nil 


3on{f-—  Lucia — Air,'\Days  when  we  rtfcnt  (xipseying 

I  low  things  are  altered  now^-days,  aprfx  oh  !  how  strange  o 
1  feels,  \  7 

sometimes  hardly  know  if  I’m 
\  hat  with  electric  telegraphs, 

New-fangled  things,  all  call 
double  Dutch, 

Lnd  great  big  steamers y^hich 
through, 

[ith  which,  when  th^  are  finished,  they\on’t  know  whj 
to  do. 


my  head  or  heels  ; 
photographs,  and  such 
by\names,  which  sound  fik< 


do  taktxa  week  to  scampe 


.  l<cre  8X6  no  shopmen  now-a-days,  “assistant,”  isShe  word, 
A  id  customer  lutfs  given  place  to  client — how  absuro^ 
stuck-up  apu  particular  this  modern  age  becomes, 

IR  look  ah«mt  in  vain  for  shops,  they’re  all  emporium, 

.  crinolines,  which  make  you  stoop,  at  doors  swing  fro  a 
is  indeed  an  aim  nf  anA.hnn^  ,o,  t 

I  can’t  say  much  against  the  girl,  it’s  true ; 

She  does  the  trifling  work  there  is  to  do 
Well,  she  gets  up  at  four  and  milks  the  cows 
Lights  all  the  fires,  and  cleans  down  the  house, 

L>oes  all  the  washing  when  I’m  put  about, 

And  never  dreams  of  having  Sundays  out. 
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Well — well;  I  must  consent  although  it  is  hard  ; 

That  missing  fork’s  still  sticking  in  my  gizzard, 

That  case  will  never  be  cleared  up  1  fear. 

A  silver  fork  ! 


Isaac. 

Lucia. 

Isaac. 

Lucia. 

Isaac. 


Lucia. 

Isaac. 


Isaac  pops  his  head  in  l.  c. 

Ha  !  how  de  do,  ma  tear  ? 

Anything  in  my  little  way  to-day  ? 

Nothing  at  all — good  morning  —go  away  ! 

Any  old  coats,  or  boots,  or  shoes,  or  ’ats  ? 

No,  go  along,  I  tell  you — nothing. 

That’s 

Strange  ;  but  I’ll  just  step  in. 

You  shall  not. 

Oh ! 

They’ve  let  us  into  Parliament,  you  know, 

Therefor-o-1’11  juBt  step  m,  ma’am,  I  repeat, 

1-ri-ko  Bason  Rothschild,  come  and  la’ku  a  seal.  {dimppmryj 
Lucia.  Now  if  I  see  his  wares,  I’m  sure  to  buy  all ; 

I’d  better  go  ; — I  can’t  endure  the  trial.  Exit ,  R.  1  e. 

Filter  Isaac,  l.  c.;  and  Ninette,  l.  1  e. 

Ninette.  Good  morning,  Isaac. 

Isaac.  Ha!  my  sweet  Ninette  ! 

Each  day,  upon  my  life,  you  lovelier  get. 

Now  if  I  warn’t  a  married  man,  I  do 
Think  I’d  make  Mrs.  Solomons  of  you. 

Ninette,  {offended)  That’s  if  I’d  have  you. 

Isaac,  {slaps  his  pocket)  I’m  a  mint ,  my  tulip  ; 

Give  us  a  kiss  ! 

Ninette.  I  don’t  care  for  mint-Jew-lip. 

[SAAC.  Yell  now,  you’re  lovely— flattery  I’m  scorning  ; 

{insinuatingly)  Anything  in  my  little  vay,  this  morning? 
Nine 'Y'tff. Sgigsitating ly. )  GiancfFo  ivA.rirri.'o  bny  'S’omtGiTtlE 
l  rather^feit^^Ps  a  wedding  ring^^-- — " 

[SAAC.  Innocent  creatureTh-^^  sly  boots  ! 

lave  you  ot^shy  boots  ? 

biy  oldJaatt5foi’  any  cast-off  raiment 

my  vares  ;  I  don’t  mind  veekly  paying 
Ninette^  1  have  no  money;  1  can  scarcely  teilyou; 

But  I  have  something  here  I  want  to  sell  you — 

A  spoon — a  silver  spoon. 

.SAAC.  Let’s  see  it. 

Ninette,  {handing  it  to  him)  There  ! 

SAAC.  It’s  light  as  any  feather,  I  declare  ; 

I  couldn’t  offer  more  than  half-a-crown. 

Ninette.  Giye  it  me  back; — a  feather  !  {in  the  struggle  it  falls) 
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Isaac.  Now  it’s  down,  (picks  it  iqt>) 

Well,  let  me  see,  now,  if  five  shillings — double  ? 
Ninette,  (snatching  it  and  going )  Oh,  no!  I’m  sorry  1  have  given 
trouble ; 

Somebody  else  may  offer  more — good  bye. 

ISAAC,  (in  agony)  Here,  vait  a  minute,  there’s  a  darling;  vhy 
You  see  I’ve  got  a  family,  and  when 
My  wife  discovers  that  I’ve  given  ten 
For  what’ll  only  fetch  fifteen,  I  swear, 

With  a  large  three-legg’d  stool  she’ll  comb  my  hair. 
There !  (offers  money)  though  the  sacrifice  is  most 
immense - 


Ninette.  “  My  poverty,  and  not  my  will,  consents.” 


Ninette.  Keep  this  a  secret, — I  can’t  tell  you  why  ; 

Let  no  one  know  of  it. 

Isaac.  My  tear,  I’m  fly  ! 

I’ll  put  my  pack  on,  then  pack  off.  (adjusts  pack) 
Coot  bye. 

NT - 


or  lie ; 


Exit  Isaac,  l.  c.,  singing  “  He,  he,  he,  he !  I’m 
sure,  &c.  &c and  Ninette,  l.  1  e. 


Music. — Euler  Fabrizio,  Pippo,  and  Peasants,  l.  c.;  Lucia, 

R.  1  E.,  with  plate  basket. 

Fabrizio.  Let’s  have  a  happy  day  of  dance  and  song. 

Lucia.  I  feel  convinced  that  something  will  go  wrong. 

Why,  you’ve  asked  all  the  riff-raff  of  the  village. 

Our  eatables  and  drinkables  to  pillage. 

Pippo.  Come,  you  were  young  once  on  a  time,  you  know. 
Lucia.  Once ! 

Pippo.  I’m  aware  it’s  precious  long  ago. 

Lucia.  I  hate  this  dancing  work — I  call  it  low  ; 

(aside)  Besides,  their  appetites  it  sharpens  so. 

Pippo.  (d  la  M.  C^  Now,  take  your  partners,  point  your 
pretty  toes. 

Are  you  all  ready  ?  Yes  ! — then  off  she  goes. 

Ballet  of  Bridesmaids. 

At  conclusion  of  Dance,  enter  Gtanetto,  L .  c  . ,  dressed  as  a  peasant, 
and  Ninette,  l.  1  e.;  the  People  all  shout  as  they  come  on. 

Ota  net.  (in  the  style  of  after-dinner  orators)  Ladies  and 
gentlemen,  I - 
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PlPPO. 

Gianet 


Hear,  hear,  hear! 

{to  Pippo)  I  thank  my  honourable  friend,  there,  for 
that  cheer. 

To  speak  with  a-tluency,  you’ve  not  here  got  a  man 
In  fact  (wipes  his  forehead)  that  cheer  has  made  me 
quite  a  hotter  man 

For  unaccustomed  as  I  am - 

Pippo  Hear,  hear ! 


Fabrizio.  Pippo,  you  rascal,  you’ve  had  too  much  beer. 
Gianet.  To  public  speaking,  I  can  only  say, 

That  I  shall  ever  recollect  this  day ; 

But — I’m  detaining  you. 

All.  No  !  no  !  no  !  no  ! 

Gianet.  Permit  me  then  to  say,  before  I  go 
To  take  unto  myself — in  short,  a  wile — 

That  ( all  listen)  this  is  the  proudest  moment  of  my  life  ! 

( immense  cheers  from  everyone) 


XfWning  forward)  Hem  j  \. 
tear,  hear,  hear !  I  ^ 


Ti 

All.  - ,  -  . 

Pippo.  ATte^the  touching  speech  of  our  young  tmi 
Who  to^rtre^tQerest  cojnmon  place  can  l£»a 
The  charm  ofohmiienje—of  coursej^ould  be 

I  The  height  of  thewdjmloushi 

To  long  detain  you  ,  ^t^rTne  latin  poet  _  m  v 

—  2  UjjjJfse  mffoqst  among  the  PEasANT^) 


So  feelingly  ojisefves, | though  ybw^may n’t  know  it, 
A  line  wlmi^country  riembers  alwajWheer  at 
tIANET.  IIlisfeT  / 

sinettjv^  Hush ! 


'"ABRJ^ffO.  Husl 

,‘ir/O.  ( with  great  energy )  ‘ 
(enthusiastic  che 


—hush  ! 

Pal  mam  qui  meruit  ferat!” 

^  . . . . flrs.  particularly  frnw  die.  R  \ 

Fa'brizio ’Tis  the  appointed  time— away  let’s  hop.  . 
Gianet.  (to  Ninette)  Let  us  away,  Ninette,  my  darling. 
LuciA.  ( coming  down  and  stopping  them )  Stop  ! 

(after  counting  the  spoons  during  speech ,  with  the  basket 


in  her  hand) 

Gianet.  This  strange  behaviour  I  don’t  understand. 

Ninette,  (aside)  Fire  in  her  eye — plate  basket  in  her  hand  ! 

What  can  it  mean  ?  .  , 

Lucia.  I state  the  fact  Sr.ief ; 

It  means,  that  girl,  Ninette,  there,  is  a  thief! 

(general  consternation ) 

A  little  pilferer. 

Ninette,  (indignantly)  I  choke  with  choler. 

Pippo.  (aside)  That  little  pill  for  her  she  cannot  swallow. 
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Gianet.  Madam,  such  cruel  conduct  I’d  be  scorning. 

Lucia.  There  were  a  dozen  spoons  in  there  this  morning, — 

Count  them,  {gives  basket  to  Ninette,  who  counts  them ) 
Gianet.  Oh,  mother  !  you  must  be  in  fun. 

Ninette.  ( trembling )  There  wants  one,  missis. 

Lucia,  {with  a  sneer)  Yes,  I  misses  one. 

It’s  nowhere  here — I’ve  hunted  all  about. 

Gianet.  {aside  to  him)  Come,  if  you’ve  got  the  spoon,  dear, 
fork  it  out. 

Enter  Magistrate  with  spectacles  on,  l.  c. 

Magis.  What’s  this  I  hear  ?  {aside)  My  vengeance  coming 
soon,  eh  ! 

What’s  this — you’ve  miss’d  a  spoon  ? 

Pippo.  Yes,  Mister  Spooney. 

Magis.  A  spoon  a  missing  !  what  a  sad  disgrace  ! 

Pippo.  As  you've  dropp’d  in,  you  can  supply  its  place. 

Magis.  You’re  much  too  sharp. 

Pippo.  .  W hich  I  shall  prove,  depend, 

By  cutting  you  whene’er  we  meet,  my  friend. 

Magis.  Puppy  !  Well,  really,  half  an  hour  back, 

I  watch’d  a  pedlar  come  here  with  his  pack  ; 

He  had  some  talk  with  Miss  Ninette,  and  soon 
Retired,  pocketing  a  silver  spoon. 

Ninette.  Oh,  agony! 

^iAGIS-  Here,  bring  that  fellow  here. 

T  t  (Isaac  is  brought  in,  l.  c.) 

Isaac.  I  couldn  t  help  it,  by  my  life,  my  tear. 

Magis.  Now,  sir,  confess— you  bought  a  spoon  just  now. 

,,  Tr  (Isaac  blubbers  loudly) 

Gianet.  He  weeps.  J 

Magis.  Come,  come,  my  man,  don’t  make  that  row. 

Or,  tor  contempt  of  court,  three  months  you’ll  get 
t  Who  sold  to  you  that  spoon  ?—  speak  up  ! 

i?AAC*  ..  N-N— Ninette! 

Magis.  {handing  a  spoon)  Was  it  at  all  like  that’ 

MAGifA  .  .  ,  Oh !  I  Shall  smother. 

magis.  Come,  sir,  speak  out ! 

Isaac.  A  regular  twin  brother. 

(Jninette  vi  her  agitation  drops  the  money ,  Magistrate 
steps  forward  to  pick  it  up) 

Magis.  Behold  the  proof! 

Gianet.  You’d  better  stand  aloof. 

Arnett  e  s  a  pure  spirit  above  proof. 

You  have  concocted  this  ! 

Gianft^Y  Oh  !  luckless  fate. 

G  anlt.  >  our  ways  are  crooked,  though  a  magistrate. 


the  ladle  take' 
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Lucia,  (to  Fabrizio)  You  know  full  well  her  wages  are  not  paid 
Yet  she  has  money,  see  1 
Fabrizio.  I’m  much  afraid 

She’s  guilty — leave  her  boy  ! 

Gianet.  .  That  I  decline ! 

Lucia.  I  hat  prig  shall  never  wed  this  sprig  of  mine. 

7;o  FabrizIB)  m  pWT  ^cusrer-WJ’m 

-  ■.cue  f/wy-t-  .rofuati  jo  Answer 

KC^JjUmrrtmgly)  Why  steal  aspBwi-cs^why 

lut’w  not  T  hidijl-iba  roniyV 

Gianet.  It  cannot  be;  she’s  honesty  itself; 

She  paid  for  every  bit  of  paltry  delf 
She  ever  broke  :  when  sent  to  draw  the  beer, 

She  never  touch’d  a  drop  of  it. 

PlPPO.  __  Hear,  hear ! 

GlANE-rty'^never  sold  the  cahdles,  sir,  as  fat ;  ~ 

^everT^mu^milk  was  ri|issing,  blam§iFthe  ca 
STever,  I’m  sure^k^Jmr  |ntir£eotifse 
)f  service,  gave  coktM^Ton  to  the  Force; 

Se  er  ’gainstj^^fnoiiEke^h^nlaced her  earg 
Neverjui ^cousins  in  theJGrenadie? 

£v^rner  plates  and  dishes  cleanly  was! 

Never  a  cricket  or  a  beetle  squashed ; 

Never  put  finger  in  a  tepid  tart ; 

ne’er  stole  ought  but  my  poor  broken  heart ! 

Magis.  {aside)  This  is  affecting — I’m  inclined  to  blubber  ; 
Revenge  is  saccharine,  though — so  I’ll  snub  her. 

Suck  them  aplunder ! 

Gianet.  Ruffians,  stand  away  ! 

For  this  most  paltry  piece  of  plate  I'll  pay  : 

Now,  there’s  a  pound,  come  ! 

Magis.  ^  .  Well,  I  am  astounded ; 

Why,  it’s  a  felony,  and  you’d  compound  it.  - - -  %■ 

Gianet.  Well,  then,  we’ll  die  together. 

Magis.  ^  ^  .  That’s  all  bosh ! 

You’ll  find  your  die,  my  fine  young  friend,  won’t  wash. 
She’s  certain  to  be  hung.  ( consternation ) 

Ninette.  My  hopes  are  floored. 

MAGIS.  Mr.  Montgomery  will  provide  a  chord,  {chord  in  the 
orchestra)  Thank  you. 

Gianet.  (to  Ninette)  I  feel  this  cannot  be ;  cheer  up,  my  own ; 
At  all  events,  you  shall  not  die  alone. 

Unfeeling  snob  ?— together  we’ll  expire 

(Ninette  and  Uianetto  rush  into  each  other's  arms) 
’IPPO,  Oh,  if  we  had  a  penn’orth  of  blue  fire. 


c 
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Concerted  Piece — Ninette  and  Gianetto — Air,  “  Finale  of 
First  Act  of  La  Sonnambula 

»  m 

Ninette.  I’m  not  guilty, — who  the  thief  can  be 
I  chn’t  tell ;  yet  know  well,  it  isn’t  me. 

I’m  not  guilty, — who  the  thief  can  be  I  can’t  tell ; 
Yet  know  well,  yet  know  well,  it  isn’t  me. 

Gianet.  See,  she  does  deny  it, — that  she’s  guiltless  doth  aver; 
Wretched  prison  diet  nevrer  will  agree  with  her. 

It  cannot  be  true ; — better  mind  what  you  do, 

Or  in  a  scrape,  or  in  a  scrape,  a  scrape, 

In  a  scrape,  you’ll  find  are  you. 

( Choj'us )  Oh,  oh  !  sad  go. 


Scene  IY. — A  Storm,  raging ;  a  Landscape. 


Enter  Fernando,  r. 

Fernan.  u  ’Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night” 

Which  in  a  kitchen  is  bewitching  quite, 

“  When  churchyards  yawn,”  at  least  says  Shakespeare  so, 
Though  how  they  do  it,  I  should  like  to  know  ? 

^k'ening  Serpentine  breathes  forth  conta; 

'To  Kmghtsbridge,  Kensington,  and  all  tlmt^gionj 
Now  coulckl^drink  Thames  mud — the  rijirf'uoth  fa 
As  on  an  opening:  evening  at  Y aux 
Or  as  it  did  thatmght  when  tlAidwly  born 
Were  not  allowed  toS$o  iritp^remorne, 

Where  all  would  haveJ^K^loveliness  and  light 
Only  it  rained  lik^KCfTancN^gs  all  night ; 

Of  course  the  com  the  colourecNamps  did  spoi' 

Or  there’d  hjren  all  sorts  of  game^W  Hoyle ; 
fWhereas^tmead,  the  scions  of  the  grfc{fi, 
ll)id  spn  on  and  bewail  their  watery  fetefr_n 

This  is  the  place  Ninette  agreed  to  meet  me. 

She  is  unpunctual — and  thus  to  treat  me 
Is  most  unkind;  yet,  now  I  come  to  think, 

The  people  look  mysterious,  and  wink 
Y  hen  I  enquire  for  her  ;  others  groan, 

Or  shrug  their  shoulders,  or  in  an  undertone 
Say  Don’t  you  know  ?”  Don’t  you  know  what,  say  I. 
Then  with  a  pitying  sneer  they  pass  me  by.  (wind) 
Blow  wind  and  crack  your  cheeks  1  howl  on,  my  boys, 
For  1  don’t  care  how  long  you  make  that  noise  : 

( lightning ,  thunder ,  crash) 

Burst,  angry  cloud  !  Oh  !  bless  us  that’s  a  crasher  1 
Ay  ;  utter  your  flash  notes,  relentless  smasher. 
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Enter  Isaac  with  a  red  umbrella ,  very  wet ,  l. 

Isaac.  My ;  vot  a  night ! 

Fern  an.  My  child — my  child,  at  last !  ( embraces  him) 

How  very  slow  you’ve  been. 

_  But  you’re  too  fast. 


Isaac. 


jome  pnrnn  in  fim — rnfm  ot  irritrn  wine. 

Poor  girl — -poor  girl ;  they’ll  hang  her  much  I  fears. 

Oh,  tear !  tear,  tear,  tear,  tear  ! 

Fernan.  There,  drop  your  tears. 

Where  is  my  child  ? 

Isaac.  Vot  shall  I  tell  him  ?  Oh ! 

Fernan.  {seizing  him  by  cravat)  Speak ;  or  I’ll  strangle  you  ! 
Isaac,  {struggling)  I  shay,  leave  go  ! 

FpnmmwTcfr  nic""  where,  Iras  oho  gone? — Who  ’Trho'lus  get 


"■etrwu 


{iwioiohis  twuLtt?)  IPs  Auguafe,1  aiiidiiyou,‘B»i»omemibev  thr 
gaxuttSPf- 

Isaac.  I  say,  leave  go !  I’m  sorry  that  I  spoke. 

(Fernando  releases  him) 
I’m  almost  strangled,  that’s  beyond  a  choke. 

Fernan.  ( wildly )  Don’t  speak  to  me  ;  I  feel  I’m  going  mad. 
Isaac.  You’d  better  come  along  wid  me  you  had. 

rSAN.  Never!  "Like  Mr.  Selkirk,  here  I’ll  sta> 

^Monarch  of  everything  that  I  survey. 

Kf? !  he!  ( with  an  extravagant  caper! 

Isaac.  'V  Well,  if  you  stay  it’s  pretty  plain, 

Your  T'najesty  will  have  a  lengthimed  rain. 

Fernan.  {throwing  down  his  hat ,  andystanding  in  a  Perrot-l/)i 
attitudqsover  it  cutting  aiwntrechat) 

Isaac,  {aside)  Blesshpe — lioiv  vqjrt£atile  he  seems  to  bej 

tiwjvil  and  erring  it  professionally} 
(l  think  a  vorser  tfte/^  never  see,  / 

There’s  not  a  bit  of  j^d  on  this  here  castor, 

It’s  almost  as  un-iynp$ybs>  its  master. 

ot  as^ile  off,  if  he’s  friends 
lances  reJie  ends 
it’s  soorSdone  ; 

11  pop  him  iKk>  one. 
friend  of  mine^ 
in  that  line 

ay  he  treats  his  hatients  is  unique 
then  he  only  vop^  ’em  vonce  a  veek. 

FebnaK:  Away,  fat  man! 


{aside)  Now  thaynesi 
And  money  todf  the 
His  days  hum  asvlui 
Two  doctf^rs’  words 
I’ll  introduce  him  to 
A.  gene  vot  does  a  littl) 
Tin 
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Isaac.  Fat  man  !  egad,  I’m  dripping  ; 

And  if  towards  my  house  I’m  not  a  tripping, — 
(sneezing)  A  tisshoo,  a  tisshoo  ! 

Fern  an.  Your  conversation 

Is  but  a  tissue  of  prevarication. 

Isaac.  I  think  I’d  better  go — he’s  getting  crabbed. 

Fernan.  ( rolling  his  eyes  wildly )  I’m  mad  as  a  March  hare. 
Isaac.  A  hare !  you’re  rabid  ! 

Exit,  R. 


Song — Fernando — Air,  “  The  Lost  Child." 
i 

Will  nobody  tell  me  what’s  become  of  her  ? 

To  desert  her  parent  thus  is  rum  of  her, 

And  so  unlike  the  general  accounts  I’ve  heard 
Of  her  usual  conduct,  that,  upon  my  word, 

*1  feel  half  inclined,  indeed,  have  a  considerable  mind 
To  go  stick,  stark,  staring  mad,  I  do  declare. 

I’d  tear  my  hair  right  out,  in  handfuls  big, 

Only  unfortunately  it’s  a  wig  ; 

And  I’m  much  ashamed  to  say  it  isn’t  paid  for ; 

Mr.  Clarkson,  as  a  secret,  told  me  it  was  made  for 
A  young  gentleman  who  broke  down  through  fear 
In  the  middle  of  the  first  scene  of  “  King  Lear,” 

Which  he  was  performing  in  a  back  drawing  room  in 
Bedford  Square. 

Will  no  one  tell  me  where  she’s  gone  ? 

It’s  evident  she’s  cut  and  run. 

What  has  she  been  and  gone  and  done  ? 

I’ve  lost,  I’ve  lost  my  child. 

Perhaps  she’s  been  upset,  and  run  over  by  a  Hansom  ; 
it  so,  I’ll  seek  out  the  careless  driver — he  shall  stand  some- 
Thing  handsome ;  or,  goodness  gracious  !  which  very  much 
wuss  is, 

P’rhaps  she  may  have  been  smashed  by  the  opposition  busses 
With  which  our  streets  are  crowded,  and  our  lives 
And  those  of  our  young  children  and  our  wives 
Endangered  ;  and,  if  a  passenger,  they  go  on,  upsetting  you 
In  the  road  when  you  are  getting  out : 

Or  gone  in  a  cheap  excursion  by  rail  somewhere  ; 

They  nearly  always  break  down  before  they  come  there, 
For  fear  the  people  should  enjoy  their  out,  and  that  the  fun’ll 
Be  too  cheap  at,  the  price,  obligingly  select  a  tunnel  : 

Or  taken  arsenic,  or  prussic  acid,  that’s 

Nof  difficult, — you’ve  only  got  to  say  you’ve  rats, 
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And  the  chemist’s  boy,  aged  fourteen  years,  who  isn’t  quite 
►Sure  which  is  arsenic,  and  which  magnesia,  but  knows 
they’re  white, 

Assumes  a  professional  air,  and  tells  you  to  be  careful  and 
not  leave  it  about. 

W  ill  no  one  tell  me,  &c.  Rushes  off,  l. 


Scene  V. — A  Prison.  A  door ,  l.  c. — another ,  l.  1  e. 
Enter  Ninette,  l. 


Oh,  what  a  wretched  room  it  is  !  I  fear 
That  I  shall  catch  the  rheumatiz  in  here  ; 

TteltrftWsetfrT  pity  G-m't'to  : - 

I  am  gone  I  wonder  who  he’ll  get,  to 
bfcHon  sewer-us  between  ?  / 

A  sore  subject  that  would  ne’er  have  been 

■  ^ «  ■»  i  i  n  •  i  / 


P’rhaps  he’lmick  some  deadly  weapon  through  hjs  side, 
)r  with  prime  British  brandy/commit  suicide  ;  < 

r*erhaps  he’ll  starve  himse#— neglect  his  supper,? 
deduce  himself  by  rea^jrig  Martin  Tupper, 
p’rhaps  keep  a  pike  ort  warehouse  pyrotechnic  ; 
|VIayhap,  turn  div^/to  the  Polytechnic. 


fEnter Fabrizio  at 


UCIA,  weeping  l.  1  e.  ;  they  enibn  ce  her 

jLuciA.  Oh,  dea/l  oh,  dear  !  this  is  indeed  a  shock. 

I  /  _  {they  hwht  out  crying  t  g ether) 

'Ninette. yCease  this  duett  for _vnn  dn  mail ipy 


Enter  Pippo,  crying ,  l.  1  E.  \ 

Ninette,  {going  to  him)  How  kind  of  you  to  co 

Now  don 

told  you  often  to  pronounce  it  k-y-ind  f 


Tpto. 


[y  kind. 
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//- 


Enter  Magistrate,  leading  on  Fernando,  who  it  bound  with 
cords ;  GlANETTO  following ,  L.  1  E. 

Kagis.  (c.)  So,  Miss  Ninette,  a  nice  trick  me  you’ve  played, 
Because  I  had  my  spectacles  mislaid  ; 

I  was  misled  myself — and  as  for  you, 

{to  Fernando,  l.)  You  ugly  vagabond,  you  mizz-lecl  too. 
{to  Ninette,  r.  c.)  We’ve  come  to  terms  you  see,  I’ve 
stopped  his  action. 

{takes  hold  of  rope )  What  lawyers  term  ac-cord  and 

satisfaction. 

Gianet.  (r.,  to  Magistrate)  Would  I  could  thrash  you 
lawyers  !  • 

Magis.  Ah,  don’t  try  ! 

Don’t  you  embroil  yourself  with  our  fry. 

(Fernando,  ivho  has  hitherto  stood  with  his  back  to  the 
others ,  gives  a  sudden  and,  violent  sneeze ;  Ninette 
starts,  recognising  it  as  her  parent'' s) 

Ninette.  That  sneeze  !  (Fernando  sneezes  again)  That  num¬ 
ber  two  ! — ’tis  ! — oh !  {faints  in  Gianetto’s  arms ) 

Gianet.  ( feeling  her  hands  and  feet)  Oh  dear  !  what’s  hap’d  to 
numb  her  tooties  so  ? 

Look  up,  my  darling;  so— you’ll  soon  be  well. 

Fern  an.  My  child  in  prison  ! — well,  this  is  a  cell! 

A  flood  of  tears  would  be  a  great  relief ; 

Only  I  can’t  get  at  my  handkerchief. 


'o'>e^rn  these  little  niceties  pray  try- 
'or  insbwme,  always  call  the  sky — skee: 

Mr  child,  rvad  chee-ild  :  for  villain 
When  going  toSje  hung,  say  “  leai 
Walk  with  a  steKand  stride- 
Observe  these  rulesVl’ve  yep^another 
Without  you  mind  wli&f  Fm  about  to  state, 

You’ll  fin’d  they  won’t twopence  for  your 

When  off  to  execution;  praKAake  care - 

(Fabrizio,  Lucia,  and  Ninette  listen  breathlessly) 
(wringing  her  ham)  To  dress  irNwhite,  and  let  down 
your  back  affair.  pushes  off  door,  L. 

Oh  !  fare  y#u  well — forgive  me  if \ou  can, 
ut  you  were  much  too  fond  of  myWd  man  ; 
datonic/fondness  you  should  not  give  way  to, 
ou  spe  the  fruits  of  hank’ring  after  plate^oh  ! 

ExifSoor  L.  C 

abrizio  goes  to  kiss  Ninette,  when  Lucia  r%furn4 
and  leads  him  out  by  the  nave  of  the  neck ,  at  door : 
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Ninette.  ( reviving )  But  we  shall  be  together,  though  it  might 
Be  worse. 

Fernan.  Together  shall  we  be  ? 

{going,  r.,  Magistrate  stops  him ) 
Magis.  Not  quite. 

The  law  of  hash’d-up  evidences  wary  ;  ^ 

Says  his  confinement’s  to  be  solitary.  \Xf 

Ninette.  This  with  your  whole  behaviour,  sir,  suits  well.  /X* 
Magis.  P’raps  you’d  "like  to  scratch  me  ?— do.  (bell)  AO  /?„ 
Fernan.  {a  Id  Marino  Faliero)  That  bell !  ^  fAe- 

Ninette,  (whimpering)  That  bell — oh,  dear  ! 

Gianet.  Don’t  bellow,  dear,  I  pray. 

(i to  Magistrate)  What  does  your  brazen  friend  intend 
to  say  ? 

Magis.  It  means,  that  Miss  Ninette  must  now  prepare 
To  execute  her  pas  up  in  the  air. 

Fernan.  To  execute  her  pas — she’s  killed  her  father ! 

Gianet.  {to  Magistrate)  Oh !  spare  her,  sir,  and  execute  me 
rather. 

Ninette.  ( appealingly )  Mon  chere  papa!  mon  chere!  mon 
chere!  (Fernando  turns  from  her) 

Magis.  Ha !  Ha  ! 


You  needn’t  throw  away  your  shares  at  par. 

(produces  handcuffs ) 

Fernan.  Oh !  for  a  father — what  a  dreadful  sight !  ( staggers ) 

i  Magis.  Prisoner,  you’re  tipsy  ! 

Fernan.  {struggling  with  cords)  Only  rather  tight. 

Magis.  On  her  fair  wrists  these  manacles  we’ll  put. 

Gianet.  (standing  before  her )  Stand  off !  That  man-I-Jcills  who 
stirs  a  foot. 

Fernan.  {rushing  at  him)  I’d  give  it  you,  could  I  my  arms 
release, 

And  had  I  not  been  bound  to  keep  the  peace. 

Gian.  Cheer  up  !  good  luck  the  guiltless  will  befriend  ; 

Virtue  must  be  triumphant  in  the  end. 


Concerted  Piece — Air,  u  Haste  to  the  Wedding .” 


Gianetto. 


Come  don’t  you  be  shedding 
Such  tears,  for  a  wedding 

Shall  be,  and  no  treading  of  air,  dear  Ninette. 


Magistrate. 

If  you  and  your  minion 
Indulge  that  opinion, 

Ten  pounds  to  an  inion  it’s  pickles,  I  bet. 
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Ninette. 

We  know  every  play 
Always  ends  the  same  way, 

So  you’ll  find  that  I’ve  pluck  to  the  finish,  my  friend. 

Fernando. 

Brav-vo  !  ninny  !  a  guinea ! 

I’d  lay  if  I  had  one,  all’s  right  in  the  end. 

Dance  to  symphony  and  off  opposite  sides. 

Scene  VI. — A  Public  Placein  the  Village;  Belfry ,  R. — Prison,  L. 

Enter  Pippo,  meditatively ,  l. 

Pippo.  Yes,  I  have  made  my  mind  up,  Ishall  go 
And  join  that  great  perambulating  show, 

Down  in  the  village — I  can  make  a  din 
At,  “  walk  up,  here  !  agoing  to  begin.” 

I’m  great,  as  any  six  I’ll  make  a  noise. 

(d  la  Showman )  Now,  stand  a  little  backarder,  you  boys ; 
This  is  the  only  show  in  this  here  fair. 

We’ve  made  a  dozen  fortunes,  I  declare. 

Your  tardiness  in  coming  up  surprises  us, 

All  the  crown’d-er/s  in  Europe  patronizes  us. 

The  first  part  of  the  evening’s  programme’s  reckoned 
To  be  that  portion  which  precedes  the  second  : 

And  will  consist  of  feats,  1  can’t  explain, 

The  like  of  which,  you’ll  never  see  again. 

The  second  portion  is  more  wondrous  still — 

Our  charge  is  two-pence  which  includes  a  bill. 

{pulls  money  out  of  his  pocket  and  sits  on  a  bank,  L.) 
’Egad,  I  talk  as  if  I’d  got  the  rhino. 

{counts)  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  nine, 

Magpie  flies  down  beside  him  from  R. 

Oh  ! 

You’re  down  there,  are  you  ?  Go  along,  get  out ! 

Some  mischief’s  in  the  wind  when  you’re  about. 

Magpie  flies  off  with  a  coin,  and  is  seen  to  enter  the 
belfry,  r. 

{counting)  IIow’s  this?  Holloa!  did  I  a  shilling  drop? 
{sees  bird)  Why,  what’s  that  bird  got?  Here,  vou 
rascal — stop. 

Hi !  stop  thief!  stop  thief ! 


Rushes  off  into  the  belfry. 
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Music:  “ Bobbing  Joan”  played  very  lugubriously. — Enter  the 
Procession  from  prison ,  L.  ;  Ninette  with  her  hair  down , 
and  a  white  garment,  followed  by  Villagers  ;  Isaac  ;  all  in 
the  greatest  distress ,  and  exhibiting  pocket-handkerchiefs. 

XTTAir'fr'T'r'  Pn.ATxrA]  1  Jnn.  ,1a  I 


(to  Isaac)  To  you,  1  leave  my  dog.  (Isaac  weeps)  Why 
do  you  weep  ? 

Isaac,  (aside)  'Twill  cost  me  eighteen-pence  a  veek  to  keep. 
To  think  a  wretched  spoon,  two  loves  should  sever; 

It’s  broken  my  old  heart.  Oh,  now  for  ever. 

Farewell  the  tranquil  mind,  farewell  the  cry 
Of  “  any  old  clo.’’  And  of  “  puy  !  puy !  puy  ! 

That  made  me  such  a  noosance.  Oh,  farewell, 

The  cast-off  togs  of  many  a  seedy  swell. 

The  everlasting  hat,  the  veskit  blue, 

Vich  ven  dodged  up  I  sold  again  as  new. 

The  upper  footman  of  the  quality ! 

And,  oh  !  you  mortal  peelers  with  rude  throats, 
Gauntlet-like  Berlin  gloves  and  boots  like  boats. 
Farewell  to  your  perpetual  phrase — “  move  on 
This  poor  old  fellow’s  occupation’s  gone. 

Nin&tTe  ■  -‘■Phiit’s  All  T  tMTilrl  u 

V 


xt  £tdOly  fit/: 
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Enter  Magistrate  from  the  l.  u.  e. 


Magis.  Now,  then  !  now,  then  !  Dispatch  ! 

Ninette.  My  path  avoid. 

Magis.  Dispatch! 

Isaac.  Your  happiness  may  be  a-lloy'd. 

Magis.  How  so  ? 

Isaac.  The  rope  its  office  may  refuse  : 

By  breaking — prove  itself  a  weakly  noose. 

Magis.  {to  Isaac)  One  final  chance  for  life  I’ll  give  you. 
Ninette,  {eagerly)  Yes  I 


Magis.  We  are — precisely  so. 

Ninette,  {striking  her  breast  tragically)  Lead  on,  I  say  : 
I  am  prepared. 

Pippo.  {from  belfry)  Holloa  ! 

Ninette,  {a  ray  of  hope  illuming  her  face)  Be  still,  my  fluttering 
heart. 

Magis.  What  means  that  shout  ? 

,  -Pippo.  Here  stop,  you  people  !  Mind  what  you’re  about, 

'  y  '  Ninette  is  innocent ! 

Ninette.  Oh,  happy  day  ! 

Magis.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

■Pipp0*  f  I’ve  caught  the  thief,  I  say ! 

Here’s  the  long  missing  fork — look  out  below. 

{throws  it  down  on  to  Magistrate’s  head) 
And  here’s  the  fatal  spoon,  {shows  it) 

Magis.  Well,  here’s  a  go. 

Ninette.  Then  after  all — “  we  may  be  happy  yet.” 

Isaac.  Virtue’s  triumphant !  Hurray  for  Ninette! 

All.  {but  Magistrate)  Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

Magis.  But  you  forget  Fernando— he’ll  be  shot,  {malignantly) 

Gianetto  rushing  on ,  l.  1  e.,  and  seizing  Magistrate  by  the 
throat,  r.  corner ;  Fernando  also  enters  and  embraces  Ninette. 

GlANET.  Villain,  you  know  you  have  his  pardon  got, 


Magis.  You  know  you 
Ninette.  Never 


jged  the  article — confess 
»!>ehavj 


Ninette.  WeVe  wastinc  time 
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You  kept  it  back  !  Attempt  not  to  deny  it, 

Or  your  plebeian  mug  I  shall  let  fly  at. 

(snatches  a  paper  from  Magistrate  and  pushes  him 
hack  into  Isaac’s  arms ,  who  nearly  drops  under 
the  weight) 

Fern  an.  My  daughter  innocent !  another  one  !  ( embrace ) 
Gianet.  Now  then,  papa-in-law,  when  you’ve  quite  done. 

(Fernando  gives  Ninette  to  Gianetto) 

Isaac,  (struggling)  This  ’ere  old  gent  I  fear  I  shall  be  spilling 
I  never  thought  him  such  a  heavy  villin. 


Pippo  comes  down  beside  him ;  jT'-ahUllMU 

■fin  making  much  of  Ninette. 

is.  (jrood  fortune  failed  me  !  left  me  in  the  h 
iiescaped  me ! 

Pippo.  '  Yes,  you’ve>>3t  your  percl 

Fabrizio.  I’ll  twist  thaPnwi^pie’s  m 
Magis.  No’ let  me  Spefk 

A  word  in  favour  gf-aToroth^^^a^. 

They  say  toggiltfSr  flock  birds  ofH^feather  ! 

Spare  hiparfweTl  leave  the  neighbourhood  together. 
iUCIA.  Ba^jflfyou  pair  of  mischief  makers, 

_  Tp  bird  and  me  no  jonger’Il  hurdezutniL 
Gianet.  What’s  to  prevent  our  marriage  now,  my  love  ? 
Ninette.  Nothing,  if  these  our  generous  friends  approve. 

One  cheer  from  you  our  happiness  secures  ;  jjf  * 

Oh,  Public,  join  our  hands  bn  joining.  CZA 

(indicating  applause j 


Fernan.  Don’t  drop  the  curtain,  Mr.  Melville,  pray, 

Until  I’ve  blessed  them  in  the  usual  way. 

(joins  their  hands)  Bless  ye,  my  children !  (wipes  away 
a  tear)  Tut !  this  is  weakness — pooh ! 

Take  her,  be  happy !  Thankee,  that’ll  do. 


Finale — Air,  “  Tight  little  Island .” 

Gianet.  When  the  curtain  descends, 

Please  applaud  us,  good  friends. 
Fernan.  Pray,  condescend,  critics  to  smile,  and 
Pippo.  Tell  your  friends  they’ll  do  right 

To  pop  into  some  night,  . 

Is4AC.  Our  cosy  compact  little  island. 
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Ninette.  Just  say ’twill  an  hour  beguile,  and 

Magis.  Our  piece  will  then  run  a  long  while,  and 

Pippo.  For  many  a  night ; 

We  shall  meet  in  our  bright 
Ninette.  Little  light— little  tight  little  island. 

Chorus.  Just  say,  &c. 


Cttrtatn. 


thIdnmefUofC"  /TrVH*  fxtra™9af?%  are  exaggerated  copies  of 
me  ar esses  oj  L,a  bazza  Ladra ”  which  of  course  are.  identirnl 

with  those  of  “  The  Maid  and  the  Magpie the  scene  of  the  Drama 
lying  at  Pakiseau ,  in  France .  J  awa 
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